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One Last Embrace 


| awoke alone. Not that it should bother me, but it did. Its been three years since Jon left, three years that 
should've been spent on recovering, healing, moving on. But my damn mind wouldn't stop replaying the 
memories that we shared. It was a constant reminder of what | can't have anymore, and it fucking hurts. 

| remember our last night together very well. It was a cold winter day, snow was falling, turning everything 
pure white. Jon came over and we had hot chocolate. | remember him setting his cup down, mine too, before 


reaching over to stroke my cheek. 


‘| love you so much," he said, his blue eyes filled with sorrow, knowing that this would be the last time he'd 
get to see me. 


"I love you too Jon," was my response, Tears escaped my sad brown eyes as | looked away from him. 


"Aw baby, please don't cry!" He hurriedly brushed the tears that were running down my face. 


| knew | shouldn't have been crying, | shoulda been enjoying those last few moments with him, shoulda been 


spending them happily. But | just couldn't, my heart wouldn't let me. 


"Ya know I'll never stop thinkin’ about ya," Jon had murmured to me, his hands brushing away the strands of 
hair that appeared on my face. "You'll always be on my mind, no matter what the circumstances are. You'll 


always be apart of me, apart of who | am. | could never forget ya" 


| smiled and pressed myself closer to him, our legs intertwined, our lips finally meeting, tongues dancing. | tried 
to forget that this would be our last time making love, the last time I'd feel his soft full lips press gently 
against my own, the last time I'd feel his touch, the way his hands would caress every part of my body, 
making me feel safe and secure. | tried to imprint all this in my mind, concentrating hard when he entered me, 
wanting to remember every bit of how it felt so that | wouldn't forget it. | remember there being alot of 
moaning, mainly from me as he thrusted into me harder, faster, building up his rhythm until he came inside 
me. | followed shortly after. Our breaths became the same, both fighting to calm down. He hugged me tight, 
and | did the same, trying to breath in every scent of him, not wanting to forget the way he smelled. He left 
shortly after, giving me one last lingering kiss and a wave before disappearing from my sight. 


| remember crying for hours that night, not caring about anything, thinking my life was over. Like | said, three 
years into this departure and | still feel like shit. One can only hope that as more time passes I'll get over it. | 
know that'll take some time, and hell, I've got all the time in the world 


Ill never forget Jon, the way he made me feel, the way he made me laugh, the way he'd be a total goon and 
would then bring out that side of me as well. I'll always remember the struggles we faced and how we 


overcame them. I'll always remember our first encounter, how he instantly fell in love with my guitar playing. 
Its funny to look back at all the years we've known each other, funny to know how much we've matured and 
grown throughout those years. And every memory, painful or joyful, I'd never take them back, never regret 


them for a second. Because they're apart of who | am today and I've got Jon to thank for that. 


So no matter how far away he may be, he'll forever and always have a special place in my heart. 


